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operation failed to stop the hemorrhage, and I found
the surgeons relieving each other every quarter of an
hour in holding a pledget of lint on the wound, in a
determined effort to save the man's life if it were
physically possible. The hospital was admirably
conducted.

In this beautiful valley I waited several days,
wandering amongst the hills. There were flocks of
wild pigeons and other game in the vicinity, and one
morning of summer weather I took my gun and
strolled out alone, having no apprehension of per-
sonal danger where there was no fighting population.
Approaching a village curiously intent, I discovered
an old woman, who, on seeing this unexplained
stranger, armed, and with no company of her kin,
set up a terrible hullabaloo, shouting, " The Turks !
The Turks!" and calling the boys to the defense,
and in a jiffy the whole village was up in alarm. I
ran as fast as I could in the direction of the mon-
astery, conscious that every boy in the valley had
some old pistol, and would not even ask the ques-
tions I could not answer before immolating me in
the defense of his village. Life is of no account
in such circumstances, and the explanation would
have been made too late to do me any good, but I
never walked out again without my interpreter while
in that country.

The object of my excursion was the ancient con-
vent of Dobrilovina, then the advanced post towards
Kolashin, the Turkish station in Old Servia, and the
point from which all invasions from the east entered